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Wingless Angel 


Yelling fans, it was the only thing Within Temptation's singer could hear. The screams of the 10.000 people, 
their applause and the ever ‘We want more’ were the only things that entered her ears, and she loved it. 
Sharon felt her heart beating in every part of her body, all the way to the tips of her fingers and it was that 


feeling that made her love the end of a concert just as much as she hated it. 


She felt like an angel, like her feet weren't touching the stage anymore but she was floating on enjoyment. She 
was pulled back to reality when 2 arms were put around her shoulders, and she smiled back at Martijn when 


she put one arm around his back, and her other one around Stefan's. 


All 6 band members looked at each other, smiled and leaned forward together. Sharon looked at the crowd 
when they got up again and felt the sun burning her face, but she didn't care. They'd had a wonderful day at 


the festival, their performances was one of the best they'd ever done and the fans were simply amazing. 


The shouts slowly faded when they left the stage and made their ways to their trailers, but it was only when 
Sharon closed the door of her soundproof trailer, that the noise completely disappeared. The silence was almost 


painful, yet she was welcoming it after one and a half hour of very powerful music. 


The bottle of water she'd grabbed from her fridge was almost empty within a few gulps when the door of her 
trailer opened again, letting the noise of the festival in for a few seconds. She saw Ruud shutting the sounds 
out again when she looked up and smiled. The guitarist however wasn't smiling back at her, but looked fierce 
instead. 

‘What is it? Did your shower broke down again?" 

‘I'm done with it! He answered, looking the singer right in the eye. 


‘| know, we really need new trailers. But you can use mine when l'm done: 


‘No, l'm done with you: He closed the distance between the two of them and pushed her against the wall of 
her trailer. ‘I've had it with you and your flirts. 


‘Ruud, you're scaring me..' The fear was clearly noticeable in her voice, but the guitarist didn't care. 


‘You're always looking at me like you want to rip my clothes of, but once we leave that stage, I'm not good 


enough for you anymore! The grip on the woman's wrists hardened and his eyes were filled with anger. 
‘Y-you know that's not true: 


Her voice sounded small against Ruud's, but she just was too scared to raise it. Only a second after the last 


word had left her mouth, Ruud pushed his lips against hers, making her turn her head aside immediately. 
‘Then why are you rejecting me if I'm good enough?! He raised her hands above her head and placed them so 
that he could grab them with one hand. His eyes never left hers when his free hand got down and started 
unzipping his pants. 


‘Wha-what are you doing?" 


‘What | want to do after every show, getting you: Realization hit her when she felt his hand under the hem of 
her dress and she started fighting to get free, without success. 


‘No! Please, Ruud, don't... 

‘t's too late now: He grinned while pulling down her underwear. 

‘No, please, stop! Ruud, please! 

‘Scream as hard as you want, no one will hear you in this soundproof trailer of yours: 


His hand disappeared under her dress again and only a few seconds later he entered her with one hard trust. 


Sharon screamed in pain, resisting his penis inside of her. The guitarist wasted no time and immediately started 


pumping into her, hurting her more with every trust 


‘Look at me. He growled while tightening the grip on her wrists again. Not wanting to make him even more 
angry, Sharon did as she was asked and looked at the man who was supposed to be her best friend, the tears 
rolling down her face. It didn't matter anymore, he'd already hurt her so she had stopped fighting and was just 
looking for a way to deal with the pain. Her throat and head hurt from screaming, but it was almost nothing 
compared to what he was doing to her. 


Ruud came after a few last but hard thrusts and pulled out of her after forcing his lips upon hers for one 
more time. She felt dirty, used, and her legs were shaking when she watched him zipping up his pants and 


leaving her trailer without looking back at her. 


Only when the painful silence had returned, Sharon allowed herself to slide down against the wall and fall apart. 
Like a fallen angel who'd just lost her wings. 


